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OCTOR TWO LUNG, of this city, an eminent Chinese 
practitioner, and presumably a specialist in pulmonary 
complaints, is connubially in trouble. A graduate of the Royal 
Pig-Tail College, of Chow-chow, the literary centre of the pro- 
vince of Ki-yi, he is learned in the therapeutics of the Flowery 
Kingdom, and well worthy of the confidence and fees bestowed 
upon him. When a patient calls upon a graduate of the Chinese 
School of Medicine, he is rigorously examined. His tongue is 
scraped, his nostrils tickled, his ears blown into and his eyelids 
turned wrong side out. If any of these proceedings disturb the 
nerve centres, it is a sign that he is ill. The next point is the 
diagnosis. The method is very simple. The doctor is possessed 
of a species of roulette-wheel, on the circumference of which are 
painted the names of all the maladies to which flesh celestial is 
heir. This wheel is set spinning by the patient, and whichever 
disease is then indicated by the pointer, is the one for which he 
must be treated. This being done, the path is clear. The 
Chinese Materia Medica is simplicity itself. Under each disease 

stand the remedies, thus: 

‘* LIVER COMPLAINT (Choo-long-sing-tee). 

Remedies—1,. Dried lizard, boiled owl, pulverized rat-tail—each 
a tablespoonful six times a day. If any nausea ensues, give 

2. Powdered back teeth, cat fur, dried eel-skin and chicken 
feathers, one-half pound in one quart of tea. If this fails to 
relieve the nausea, repeat No. 1 at regular intervals until death.” 

It is here to be casually noted that liver complaint is regarded 
in Chinese circles as invariably fatal. 

Dr. Two Lung’s name inspired great confidence in his phthisi- 
cal patients, who deserted his rival, Dr. Wun Lung, immediately 
after his arrival. Among these was Mr. Wing Hock, a gentle- 
man of so great pulmonary destitution as not even to be worthy 
of relation with the Lung family at all. Mr. Hock had tried all 
the remedies, from dried finger-nails up, but had steadily got 
thinner and thinner until even the most skillful of treatment 
failed to produce any effect. 





At this juncture he went to visit 
Dr. Two Lung. Byan unfortunate error he happened in while the 
Doctor was out, and saw instead Mrs. Two Lung, and as a result 
of his interview had a bullet inserted between his ribs in a locality 
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calculated to do the coroner most good. Now whether this was 
a course advised by the Doctor himself in cases of such of his 
patients as would naturally resist milder forms of treatment, or 
whether it was merely a humane experiment designed by the lady 
hercelf, will never be known, but the fact remains that Mr. Wing 
Hock is now in a Melican hospital, while the Chinese population 
of our city is threatened with a renewed lease of life, owing to 
the fact that both Dr. Two Lung and his wife are in durance 
vile. Now a competent jury will ascertain if Mr. Hock’s present 
condition is worse than it would have been had he undergone the 
doctor’s treatment, and thus make clear what has hitherto been a 
very knotty point in the practice of Chinese medicine. 


* * * 
FTER an engagement of only twenty-seven years, she mar- 
4 ried another man and he, the faithful, just returned from 
the Wild West, blew out his poor brains. 
* * * 


ERTAIN gentlemen, whose names for the present are with- 
held, have fallen into the reprehensible practice of shooting 
themselves in Central Park, and then lying around until discov- 
ered. Scarcely a day passes but we hear of some offense of this 
Others, with hardly greater sense of propriety, drown 
themselves in the Hudson, where a day or two later it is certain 
that they can mar the scenery. Discouitesy can never be made 
criminally penal, of course, but the public comfort now demands 
that a suitable building be erected, say in Madison Square, to be 
devoted exclusively to the wants of suicides. Razors, pistols, 
Paris green, ropes, chloral, vitriol, morphine—all these ways and 
means could be served by polite attendants for a nominal fee, and 
the suicide enabled to do his work neatly, and without jarring 
the nerves of the public. Pen, ink and paper might be kept for 
political suicides. The scheme has already attracted some of our 
philanthropic capitalists, and it is understood that plans have 
been already submitted. 
* * * 
OT that I feel at ail uneasy or-that sort of thing, but 
Jack and I would like to know if a first-class A I 
Boom can be insured.” Blaine. 


é 


* * 
R. COX is really doing good work in introducing a bill 
prohibiting the dumping of filth into New York harbor. 
Passengers to Brooklyn and New Jersey will now be required to 


keep their newspapers at least till they get on dry land. 
* * * 


T the recent Vassar exercises it was shown that the Senior 

class was thoroughly grounded in the ‘‘ Ethics of Nihil- 

ism,” ‘* Imagination in Mathematics,” ‘‘ Correlation of Synthetic 

Ideas,” and “ Biological Metempsychosis.” The Sub-Freshgirl 

class on ‘‘ Architecture of the Modern Muffin,” “ Evolution of 

the Buckwheat Cake,” and ‘‘ Chemical Constituents of Soup,” 
was found deficient. 
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Has THE GENTLEMAN A PAIN, PAPA? 


OH NO, MY DEAR, HE 





THE BOSTON GIRL. 
BY A NEW YORK MAN—AFTER AN ENCOUNTER. 


COMMON-SENSE boot, 
And a tailor-made suit, 
And a veil to the tip of her nose ; 
Though a pink of propriety, 
And of sober sobriety, 
The gods only guess what she knows. 


Z give it up! 





Warp’s next Thanksgiving turkey will be spelled 
with an “n.” 


No, Amarantha, “ P. P. C.” does not mean “ Pri- 


vate, Personal, and Confidential.” It is rather a sym- 
bol explanatory of the action of the Republican party 
on the 4th of next March. 





IS LEARNING TO RIDE, 


ENCOURAGEMENT. 


UR issue of Lire for February 14 contained a 

paragraph wherein a teacher asks: ‘‘ What is 

the outward and visible sign in baptism?” to which a 
pupil promptly answers: “ The baby.” 

We notice that our esteemed British contemporary, 
Punch, has reprinted the dialogue and emphasized it~ 
with an appropriate illustration. These little testi- 
monials on the part of our E. B. contemporary of its 
appreciation of American humor are very gratifying. 





The softer sex—the dude. 


Nota bene—A Boston famine. 


Ad utrumque paratus— parasites ” for two. 
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BOOMLETS. 


HE 7ryblaine now compares Blaine to Washington. 
Verily the Father of his country has fallen low ! 
* * * 
R. TILDEN fully realizes the truth of the Scriptural re- 
mark, ‘‘ Except a man be born again,” etc. 
* * * 
H, me! How the follies of one’s youth come back on a 
’ fellow in his old age. I’ve been hit hard by that ’61 
speech of mine over and Dover again ! T. F. Bayard. 


* * * 
I ’M used to playin’ second fiddle to home and it comes kinder 
easy now. " . ‘. F. A. Logan. 


F Mr. Blaine is the particularly shining light of Republican - 
ism, it is not to be wondered at that he starts for the White 
House on the Star Route. 
* x * 
RECOMMEND those beautiful lines, 
‘* The saddest of words of tongue or pen, 
The saddest are these : You might have Ben,” 


to the attention of the Democratic Party. B. F. Butler. 
* * * 


HE developments of the past two weeks show that in spite 
of all protestations to the contrary, Mr. Tilden’s health is 


on the decline ! 
* * “ 


ES, I’ve seen Mr. Tilden’s letter. There’s another good 


man gone wrong. Roscoe Conkling. 
* * * 


EXPOSED. 


HE following telegrams were picked up a few days since in 
the courtyard of Ludlow Street Jail, where they were 
dropped, it is supposed, by a prisoner : 


I. 
F. Ward, Ludlow Street Hotel. 
Will you accept a position in my Cabinet? Salary good. 


Pickings fine. Treasury !! FG. B. 
EH. 
3. G. B., Augusta, Maine. 


Wait till you get your Cabinet. F.W. 


Comment is unnecessary. 





BOOKS RECEIVED. 


The American Horsewoman. By Mrs. Elizabeth Karr. Illus- 
trated. Houghton, Mifflin & Co., Boston ; 11 East 17th Street, 
New York, 


Stage-Struck ; or, She Would Be an Opera-Singer. A novel. 
By Blanche Roosevelt. Fords, Howard & Hulbert, New York ; 
Samson, Low & Co., London, ° 5 * 

Fly-Fishing in Maine Lakes ; or, Camp Life in, the Wilder- 
ness. By Charles W. Stevens. Illustrated. Cupples, Upham 
& Co., Boston. 


Martin Luther: A Study of the Reformation. By Edwin D. 
Mead. Geo. H. Ellis, 141 Franklin Street, Boston. 


Buffalo Address Book and Family Directory. Peter Paul & 
Brother, Buffalo, N. Y. 


A Country Doctor. A novel by Sarah Orne Jewett. Hough- 
ton, Mifflin & Co., Boston and New York. 


The Mistress of Ibichstein. A novel by Fr. Henkel. Henry 
Holt & Co., New York. 
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THE LONG AND THE SHORT OF IT. 


A New ENGLAND IDYL. 








Ie 
ISS MAMIE LOVE- 
ata Ce LACE resided in 
tr iad + va Cambridge. She 
Bele : 7 p dwelt almost under 
Ze. fj the shadow of the 
\ i. G2 i A great tower of Me- 
ry W ae) morial Hall, and all 
t ' a “e Harvard worship- 
iW \ As Ny “* ped at her shrine. 
ith. ness Ny She was so pretty, 
AR. ra on said the freshmen ; 
We GA \\ i \\ so lovely, said the 
F 5 ae 8 a i a sophomores ; so en- 
8 SSD ae I tertaining, said the 


juniors ; so sisterly, 
said the seniors; so charmingly and captivatingly illiterate, declared 
the entire University. And it was her illiteracy, after all, that consti. 
tuted her chief charm; the dear girl had received scarcely any educa- 
tion whatever. What could be more agreeable than to Jeave the 
Integral Calculus for the society of a maid who could n’t foot up 
a column of figures, or to temporarily escape the toils of Cicero 
and Sophocles to discuss con amore the ss‘ient points in dear old 
Ouida’s latest? Mamie was indeed a daughter of New England, 
but of New England in its deep degeneracy. 

Many called but few were chosen, and the chief competitors 
for the honor of her hand at length narrowed down to two. 
These two were Mr. Tommy Shorthand, who frequented the 
law-courts and lecture-halls of Bostenia, and Mr. Willy Long- 
hand, who was with the well-known firm of So & So, in High 
street. 

Tommy was the most expert stenographer in the town; he 
could take down with equal facility in all languages—English, 
Spanish, Platt-Deutsch, Choctaw—and was the only known indi- 
vidual who could follow the rhadamantine rumblings of Joseph 
Cook. Willy was the most finished penman that the business 
colleges of his city had ever turned out, and as for figuring, why 
he could give you the footings of interminable columns of num- 
bers almost before they were put to paper. Each was a pride to 
his town and an integral part of its culture. 

‘* Willy, old man,” said Tommy in rather a patronizing tone, 
‘*don’t you ever feel lonesome Sundays, all alone and friendless 
in a great city? I know a real nice little girl out in Cambridge, 
now ; come out with me to-morrow afternoon and I’ll make you 
acquainted with her.” 

‘Tommy, me boy,” returned Willy, with rather a superior 
smile, ‘‘don’t you ever feel lonesome Sundays, all—alone—and 
friendless—in—a—great—city yourself? I know a real nice little 
girl out in Cambridge, too; suppose you come out there to-mor- 
row with me.” 

“Ah?” says Tommy; ‘‘ quite a coincidence. Mine’sa blonde; 
yours is a brunette, I suppose?” 

‘** No,” says Willy ; ‘‘ mine’s a blonde, too. Blue eyes, golden 
hair, and Such a figure !”’ 

‘‘Ha!” says Tommy, in surprise. ‘‘ Mine has blue eyes, 
golden hair, and such a figure! Her name is Mamie,” he added 
fondly. 
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“Ho!” says 
Willy, rather tak- 
en back; ‘‘ mine 
is Mamie. She 
wears bangs,” he 
concluded shyly. 

‘* What !”’ cries 
Tommy in amaze; 
“bangs!” 

A silence fol- 
lowed. Then there 
were two glances 
of suspicion. Then 
there were two 
frowns of anger. 
== Then Tommy 
" burst forth fiercely 
with, ‘* Does your 





‘“THEN THERE WERE TWO FROWNS OF 





Mamie live on 
ANGER.” ”* and stopped 
abruptly. 
Simultaneously Willy cried out savagely with, ‘‘Is your 


Mamie’s father a 





and pulled up short. 

In the moment of silence that intervened there came over the 
face of each a most wily and guileful smile. 

‘* Willy, my dear fellow,” cried Tommy, cordially seizing the 
other’s hand, ‘‘ not to-morrow, I’m afraid. I have a beloved 
maiden aunt out in Brighton whom I have not called npon for full 
fifteen years. I feel that it were impious to neglect her longer. 
Name another day and I shall be glad to accompany you.” 

‘* Tommy, my good friend,” rejoined Willy, affectionately re- 
turning the other’s pressure, “ we will make it another day— 
some other to-morrow, as it were—for duty calls me, too. I 
mind me of my dear old invalid grandmother out in Somerville, 
who expects me to-morrow to tea. And can I have the heart to 
disappoint her ?” 

They parted with all the demonstrations of friendship. At 
two on the afternoon of the morrow Willy passed through Mamie’s 
front gate just as Tommy was pulling at Mamie’s front door bell. 
They both spent the afternoon with her. They both took tea 
with her. After tea was over they both settled down in the par- 
lor to sit each other out, and only tore each other away as the 
church-bells chimed midnight. 





Il. 

ATE on the next evening the two rivals encountered each other 
at Parker’s ; the clock said 11:20. Tommy had come around 
to recuperate after taking down the address of a distinguished 
Hindoo convert at Tremont Temple ; Willy had dropped in tokeep 
an appointment with a Philadelphia boot and shoe man after the 
theatres were out. They met at the door of the reading room. 
Demonstrations of friendship were conspicuously absent. The 
time for dissimulation was past. At the present juncture only an 
icy glare would about fill the bill, and an icy glare they accord- 

ingly exchanged. 

Some inexplicable impulse prompted both to write a letter; 
they sat down at opposite sides of the same table. Just when 
one had written ‘‘ My dear Sir,” and the other, “Dear old fel- 
low,” each looked up and caught the other's eye. Simultaneously 
the same thought flashed through both brains—‘ He is writing 


to Aer. If it should bea proposal!” Each immediately started 
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in on another sheet with the words, ‘‘ My darling Mamie.’’ Then 
they both stopped short. Why trust to pen, ink and paper? 
Why not make a gallant dash and speak to ‘‘ darling Mamie” 
face to face? Ah, no; impossible. It was quite beyond the 
hour for making evening calls ; besides, Tommy had all his notes 
to write out, and Willy was held by an engagement that he dared 
not break. Clearly, the thing must be done by letter; and as 
Tommy jerked out his pencil-case with a triumphant air the full 
horror of the situation burst upon his unfortunate rival. Clear 
and rapid penman though he was, what show had he against the 
most expert stenographer in Boston? His pen shook in his hand 
and a clammy perspiration started upon his brow. Defeat stared 
him in the face. 

Meanwhile the valiant Tommy, quick and confident, had by 
means of a dozen or so careless twirls, twists and twitches jotted 
down an elaborate and carefully graduated introduction. Now, 
smiling sarcastically on the agitated and despairing Willy, and 
murmuring under his breath, ‘‘ Poor devil ! His goose is cooked !” 
he made another dozen or so of his mystic symbols, added a thir- 
teenth for his signature, and so brought his note to a gracefully- 





‘* POOR DEVIL ! 


HIS GOOSE IS COOKED!” 


rounded close. The clock stood at 11:27 when he grabbed a 
passing messenger, thrust a dollar bill into his hand, and hissed 
into the ear of the astonished boy, ‘‘ Hie thee in hot haste to 
Bowdoin Square, board there the Cambridge car, search out the 
maid whose name this missive bears, and place it in her hands. 
Thy life is on it!” Well Tommy knew and well the wretched 
Willy knew that after 11:30 there was no other car for Cambridge 
till past midnight. 

Tommy picked up his hat and turned to go. He cast one 
glance of contemptuous pity on his agonizing rival, said taunt- 
ingly, ‘‘So long, old fel ; better late than never!” and skipped 
out. And twenty minutes later, when Tommy’s note was blithely 
bounding through the Port, poor Willy was vainly searching the 
corridors of the hotel for a boy who might deliver his. 

At midnight—that same midnight — Mamie, attired in a 
dainty white Jeignoir, sat on her balcony concerned in star- 
gazing and maiden meditation. 

‘* This business had better be brought to an end before long,” 
she murmurs to herself ; ‘‘ I shall never see my s’teenth birthday 
again, and I can’t expect to remain above par many years more. 
Dear Tommy, dear Willy. I love them equally well, and which- 











ever of them comes to 
the scratch first shall 
have this poor little 
Mamie for his own. 
And yet 

Here the front gate 
slammed, the door bell 
jangled, and a moment 
latera letter was placed 








in her hand. 
Mamie had studied 
shorthand three 


een! months. With time 
. iy fi eh |) and care and a dic- 
h || ih nM \\ — tionary she could 
ay yb make out other peo- 
v ple’s stenographic 
notes very nicely, pro- 
vided they had been 
slowly and carefully 
‘*SO, WITHOUT ANY DELAY, SHETURNED written. So without 

UP THE LIGHT IN HER BOUDOIR 

AND FELL TO WORK.” 





any delay she turned 
up the light in her dox- 
doir and fell to work. 

Half an hour later, when our poor heroine’s face wore a look 
of weary perplexity and hope deferred most sad to see, the front 
gate slammed again, the door bell jangled once more, and a 
second note was put into her hands. 

It was a blotted, tear-stained scrawl, but as her eyes ran down 
its lines a smile of relief, of gratification, of delight illumined her 
face. ‘‘ Let the boy wait,” she called, and immediately sat down 
to her éscritotre. . 





III. 
si ON’T say that I am too late!” 

The time is the next evening; the place, the little 
parlor in Cambridge ; the speaker, Mr. Tommy Shorthand, who, 
after a day of torment on the anxious seat, has come out in 
person to see what the trouble is; the speaker, Miss Mamie Love- 
lace, who stands before him just under the chandelier with her 
entire réfertoire of emotions playing over her lovely face. 

‘*Not_too late, but just late enough !”’ comes in a manly voice 
from the dim and unexplored recesses of the bay-window, and a 
figure but too well known thrusts aside the curtain and advances 
toward him. 

Great Cesar’s ghost! It is Willy Longhand—no other. And 
great Ceesar’s grandmother ! how triumphantly he smiles! ‘* Read 
that !’’ he says. 

Tommy clutches the extended note. And this is what meets 
his eye : 

MONDAY EVENING. 

My DARLING WILLY :—Your favor of even date received, and 
contents noted. In reply I would say that I accept with pleasure 
the kind offer therein conveyed and would suggest to-morrow eve, 
at 7 P. M. as the fittest time to conclude the preliminaries of the 
transaction. Ever your own and only MAMIE. 

Willy pulls out his stem-winder. ‘‘ Well,” he says, with the 
brevity of scornful triumph, “ it is 7:03, just ; and,” catching and 
extending Mamie’s left hand, “‘ behold the preliminary !” 

“ Mine was a—a—proposal too,” is all that the crushed and 
dumbfounded Tommy can find to say. 
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“Oh, it was, was it?’ rejoins Mamie, with cold impatience, 
“ How could / tell what such a mess meant? I thought perhaps 
your washerwoman had attached your effects.” 

All was now clear to the miserable Tommy. She had got his 
note first, but had not been able to read it. For the poor fellow, 
exhausted by his long tussle with the polysyllabic Hindoo and 
over-excited by his unique contest with Willy Longhand, had 
produced something that even he himself could not have de- 
ciphered ten minutes after the writing. A dazed look came over 
his colorless face, and a few faint sounds dribbled through his 
ashy lips. 

‘*T see—I understand. Oh, had I but followed Gaskell with 
the same devotion that I have pursued Graham, I should ne’er 
have been—o’ertaken—by as—cold a day as this !” 

He swooned. Mamie lightly touched the bell. 

‘* Please remove it,” she said to the astonished menial. 

* %* * * * * * * 

Willy and Mamie are now domiciled together in a pretty little 
dove-cote in Dorchester ; Tommy is keeping bachelor’s hall in the 
South Boston Institution for Idiotic and Feeble-minded Youth. 

The race is not always to the swift. 


That is the long and the short of it. BLAKE FULLER. 





EN PASSANT. 


HEY were sitting at the club window watching 
the rain as it pelted down. At last the bald- 
headed man said to the old bachelor : 

“Teddy, old chap, why have you never married ?” 

“Well,” answered Teddy, “you see the trouble was 
that the ones 7 wanted didn’t want me, and the ones 
that wanted me were a pretty tough lot. And now, if 
I do not seem too inquisitive, may I ask why you have 
persisted in playing the psalm of life on a one-stringed 
fiddle ?” 

“Well, with me it has been a principle. As a dis- 
ciple of Schopenhauer, I realize that the awful miseries 
of this world’ will continue as long as people persist in 
marrying and perpetuating the race, and as a matter 
of duty I indulge in a solo instead of a duet.” 

A few days later, Teddy happening into a chemist’s, 
found the bald- headed man buying a bottle of “Ayer’s 
Hair Vigor.” 

“Going to renew your youth and start all over 
again, eh?” 

*‘ Well, to tell the truth, old man, I’m engaged—be 
married next Autumn, and ——” 

“Suffering Moses ! ‘and it was only last week you 
were preaching me such a sermon on the wickedness 
of the whole business and how it was a matter of 
principle 2 

“Yes—yes—I know,” interrupted the bald-headed 
man. “ But you can’t imagine what an awful differ- 
ence it makes whether she ’ll have you or not!” 

And then the shop clerk broke in with, “Can’t I 
sell you some ‘Ayer’s Pills’? They’ll start your 
liver up and do your complexion a world of good.” 

And the bald-headed man said he believed he would 
take a box, and then leaned up against the counter 
and tried to look as if he didn’t care about anything 
anyway. R. K. 
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UNDEINTHUSIASM.”’ 


EVIEWIMBEPUBLICAN PROCESSION. 


































































































POPULAR SCIENCE CATECHISM. 





Lesson XX.~The Editor. 


HAT is this? 

This, dear, is that suffering animal, the editor. 
But what ts the editor ? 
He is the man, darling, who runs the paper. 
My! I thought the paper ran itself ! 
That is the popular impression. 
But not correct ? 
Not entirely so. 
I thought the talented contributors wrote the stories ? 
They do. 
And that the funny man built the jokes ? 
He does. 
And that the dyspeptic genius wrote the poems? 
Certainly. 
And the poor compositor ; I thought he put the things 


into type? 


Yes. 

And that the printer—he worked off the edition? 

You are right. 

Then what in the name of goodness does the editor do? 
He talks. 

With whom? 

With people who come in to help him pass away the 


time. 


Oh ! then the editor has plenty of time to waste? 
Lots. 


Who is that long-haired lunatic with the roll of 


paper? 


He is the gifted poet. 
What does he want ? 
He wants to know what became of that “ Ode to a 


Whithered Violet,” in forty-seven stanzas, which he 
sent in last Spring. 


What did become of it? 

It was filed away in the stove. 
Does the editor say that ? 

Oh, no. 

What does he say? 

He says that he sent it back. 

My! but isn’t that a twister? 











What does the poet say? 

He says that he is so sorry, because the Century 
offered him $65 for it. 

And what ts that? 

A lie. 

And who ts that gentleman with the club ? 

He is the “ Constant Reader.” 





And he wants 

To inquire why his last communication was not 
answered. 

And why was it not? 

Because it was seven columns long and only in the 
interest of one person. 

Who was that? 

Himself. 

And that fashionable gentleman sucking his cane? 

He is the delight of the editorial room. 

What is his business ? 

He has none. 

Why then does he come? 

Because it is too late for luncheon and too early to 
walk on the avenue. 

But I do not understand. 

Neither does the editor. 

How long will he stay ? 

A couple of hours. 

And that last man, the undertaker ? 

’S-h-h! dear. That is not an undertaker. 

Who ts tt, then? 

The funny man. 

Oh! What does he want? 

He wants to read the editor his last joke. 

Where did he get it? 

From a work on the “ Tombs of the Early Egyptian 
Kings.” 

My! Then this is the way the editor spends his time ? 

Principally. 

One long, delightful reception. 

Yes, dear. 

Then the editor has nothing in the world t0 wish for 
or pray for? 

Oh, yes—one thing. 

And what ts that? 
Death. 
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THE WIFE SAFE DEPOSIT COMPANY. 


E understand that a project has been formed 

for the establishment of a corporation with 

the name which appears above. From the prospectus, 
which has been sent us, we see no reason why the plan 
should not meet with favor, and obtain complete suc- 
cess. It surely is something entirely novel, and is 
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who lives in Uncommon-wealth-avenue, so that he may 
remember her in his will. The uncle on the avenue is 
rich. Thus you are placed between the horns of a 
delemma, and the horns of a dilemma are not exhilarat- 
ing. But a way out of these difficulties is provided by 
the Wife Safe Deposit Company. 


The building secured by the company is ten stories 
in height, with no fire 
escapes. This will 
recommend it at the 
outset. The custo- 
dians, door-keepers, 
clerks, in fact the 









without rivals 
in the field. 
The scheme to 
which we al- 
lude merits a 
few words of 
exegesis. 

A man leav- 
ing this city for 
a few days, to 
go to Philadel- 
phia on busi- 
ness, or to visit 
Boston for a 
little intel- 
lectual ozone, is often at loss to know just what to 
do with his wife. Incidentally to his business in the 
Quaker City, the home of motors that do not mote, 
he may have opportunities for cultivating the society 
of friends who would like to entertain him. If he 
takes his wife with him, 
his expenses are doubled, 
and he has to do the en- 
tertaining himself. It is 
difficult to know just 
when a musical festival, 
or a manager’s benefit 
with the cheapest tickets 
placed at six dollars each, 
is to occur. Of course 
your wife would desire to 
attend. Thus after a 
wéary day at work (massé 
shots barred), you are 
‘deprived of your natural 
rest at night. For you 
can get but little rest 
even in the most se- 
cluded box at the opera, 
warranted to afford posi- 
tively no view of the 
stage. 

If you go to Boston alone, and your friend talks 
transcendentalism to you, slumber is sweet and re- 
freshing and prompt. But if you have your wife with 
you, she thinks it proper to go and call on your uncle 


A BEWARE OF THE 1 


WATCH Woman 











entire personnel of the 
establishment will be 
women. Those who 
have read Zhe Princess will see the perfect feasibility 
| of relying for help solely on the softer sex in the 
management of the enterprise. 

To prevent shopping excursions, the building will 
be surrounded with a high wall, with broken glass on 
the top, and trained mice running along its edges. 
This wall, it is needless to say, will present insur- 
mountable difficulties to those attempting escape. The 
institution will be a blessing to the impecunious hus- 
band. He will conduct his wife thither, get a check 
for her, and leave her there until his return to the 
city. 

There will be a system of regular rates for lodgings. 
Blondes will be charged twenty-five dollars per week, 
and brunettes thirty. It is stated in the prospectus 
that this excess of charge for brunettes will explain it- 
self. But we confess it is enigmatical to us. 

Caramels, fashion-papers, and parrots, extra. Parrots 
instructed in Eng- 
lish by sailors or 
members of the 
Union Club are 


excluded. Pi- 
anos in every 
room. This will 
give unprece- 


dented opportu- 
nities for getting 
up the music that 
so promptly was 
dropped with the 
maiden name. A 
new lease of life 
may be afforded 
Chopin’s Opus 
69, or some simi- 
lar gem, which 
was so largely 
instrumental in 
securing that 
greatest of all 





Thus 


prizes—a good husband. 
the romance of early days will return. 
Among other advantages of the institution, the fol- 


lowing may be remarked: No _house-furnishers, 
milliners, modistes, coiffeurs, manicures, church-mortg- 
age-raisers, nor diamond, merchants will be admitted 
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under any pretense. Audiences will not be allowed 
with family visitors. In this way attention will not be 
distracted from the cultivation or rehabiliation of 
music, and the embroidery of deferred conjugal 
slippers. There is no insurance. But, then, wives are 
not given up until the storage is paid. When you 
return to town you may, if desired, present your check 
(both kinds) and get your wife. It is expected that 
married men will by this arrangement lessen their 
expenses by one-half. 

Messrs. Toofunny and other prominent jewelers and 
decorators have petitioned the Assembly against the 
establishment of this institution as prejudicial to their 
business interests. But the public will have it. 





NXIOUS READER :—The initials you saw on the banner 
may have various meanings. For instance, ‘‘ Jay Gould’s 
Boom,” or “‘ Jim’s Grand Bounce,” or ‘‘ Jorge Geones’ Boy.” 
Your question is hard to answer, certainly. Perhaps it may 
refer to the next President, but we rather opine it don’t, as that 
gentleman is not likely to sign his name with a James. 





EMIGRANT.—“ One of the Finest” before his wings 
sprout. 


ASSING through Union Square Mr. Gubbins’ 

eye was attracted by the sign “ Lincrusta Walton.” 

“Why ?” he exclaimed, “ that must be where that man 
they call the ‘ Plunger’ lives.” 


A PROMINENT EX ON THE COMING CAM- 
PAIGN. 


HILE I was in Boston last week engineering the bolt I met 
ex-Governor Butler hdbnobbing with his life-long friend, 
Senator Hoar, He greeted me cordially and invited me to dine 
with him, which invitation I, as your own experience will teach 
you, accepted at once. The ex-Governor sets a very fine table 
for his guests, his silver service presented to him as a token of 
admiration by a Southern City during the war, being one of the 
handsomest I have ever seen. 
A peculiarity of the ex-Gubernatorial feast is the entire ab- 
sence of game of any sort. ‘The anti-monopoly champion apolo- 
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gized for this, explaining that he has never allowed game on his 
table since an eventful day in 1883 when he ate crow out of 
season, 

Mr. Butler seemed loath to enter into.a discussion concerning 
politics, but after a few gentle hints with straws in them he be- 
came more than usually loquacious. 

“What do I think of Blaine?” said he, repeating the question 
[ puttohim. ‘‘ Well, my opinion of James is that, all modesty 
aside, he is only second in pure cussedness and general kickup- 
arowativeness to Mr. Benjamin Franklin Butler, Esq., late Gov- 
ernor of Massachusetts, LL.D. from Williams College, and 
owner of a large collection of small but select booms. In other 
words, Blaine’s a hummer, but I’m ”” Here he went into an 
adjoining room, and donning a Brigadier’s full uniform, re- 
turned, saying, ‘*‘ But I’m a corker!!” 

He seemed delighted at my silent acquiescence, and con- 
tinued : 

‘*T’m everybody’s friend, and my friends will all vote for me. 
The only trouble is I’m the friend of more people than there are 
people who are friends of mine, whereby I = get left. But 
we'll see; we'll see. 

‘Why, do you know how many candidates I am? In the 
words of the poet, young man, ‘T are seven!’ If all my parties 
vote for me, I can carry 7 ‘foto two States and a lunatic asylum, 
and if in addition to this I can scoop a solid South, where do I 
land! There’s my card, young man. 

B. F. BUTLER, 
White House. 

“That ’s me next year /F'/ /” 

‘* Mean little word, isn’t it, Mr. Butler !” 

‘*T can see exactly how things are going to be next year. You 
fellows who attend to the whooping-up part of the campaign, love 
to dwell on the diversity of my eyes. It’s true, I can see round 
a corner without any trouble, and to stab a man in the back with 
a glance when he is on the other side of a pine fence is the work 
of a moment. And yet I cannot see through a millstone when 
there’s a hole in it, and Boston people say I don’t know 
beans !” 

Here the great man wept! And as he wept I noticed a most 
peculiar phenomenon. The tears which emanated from his right 
eye coursed down his left cheek, and those from his left eye 
moistened the bald spot over his brain ! 

Verily, he is a wonderful man ! 








“Still,” said Mr. Butler, ‘‘it has its advantages! I can see 
both sides of a controversy at once, and there ain’t a man:living 
can tell which side I’m on. That scoops the independent vote ! 

‘* Do you really think the Democrats will thrust the nomina- 
tion on you?” I asked, 

‘‘ Well, if they don’t choose some one else, I think they are 
sure to light on me. I have a theory, that of alternation, that 
I'm thecoming man. You see they want the right man for the 
place! Now you may remember that last year I was the ‘left 
man’ in this State! Perhaps you may catch my drift ?” 

‘*I do, but suppose you slip up on the nomination ?” 

**Run for Governor !” 

‘*In case you do n’t get that ?” 

“* Mayor of Boston ?” 

‘‘Is n’t the present Mayor a good one ?” 

‘* Alderman !” 

** Ves, but—”’ 

‘* Tax Commissioner !” 

“* But the Commissioners of Taxes hold over, do n’t they ?” 

‘*True. Well, then I’ll run for the—” 

“© What !”” 

‘* Salt River boat! It’s a cold day when I don’t run for some- 
thing.” 

Mr. Butler was at this point called away to receive a nomina- 
tion from the Reform Prohibitionists on a platform holding a 
temperance plank for six days of the week, and another provid- 
ing for a good old-fashioned convivium on Sunday. 

It is needless to say he accepted, and while he was doing so I 
withdrew. CARLYLE SMITH. 
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RENDER: VNTO $CIS§OR$ THOSE 
THINGS WHICH ARE $CIS§ORS - 





A DELEGATE returning from the late Chicago convention sings 
this pathetic song : 
The jolliest man in the crew, 
As the train o’er the gleaming rails flew, 
Was brilliant and young, 
With a double-geared tongue— 
A drummer from Kalamazoo. 
—St. Paul Sunday Herald. 





—‘‘I HEAR that Blaine will get some of the Irish vote. How is 
that, Paddy ?” 

‘*He’ll not get moine. I’d niver vote for a man that went back on 
a Mulligan.” 

‘* Are you a Republican or a Democrat ?” 

‘“‘T’m an Oirishman, an’ the Mulligans is me mayternal cuzzens on 
me fayther’s side.—Brooklyn Eagle. 





BLAINE’S LUCKY STROKE. 


FirRsT PUBLISHER—‘‘ The best thing Blaine ever did for his party 
was in writing a book.” 

Second Publisher—‘‘ How do you make that out ?” 

‘* Why, you know that authors always stick to one another.” 

“ Yes, I have noticed they are somewhat clannish.” 

‘* Well, that makes Republican success assured.” 

“ How in creation do you figure that ?” 

‘‘Easy enough. All the authors of ‘The Bread Winners’ will vote 
for him.”—Phzla, Eve. Call. 





‘‘DEAR me, what bold creatures,” exclaimed Mrs. Blimber after 
reading an announcement that fifteen Massachusetts girls were about 
to undertake a pedestrian tour through the Adirondacks. ‘I should 
think they ’d be afraid of tramps.” ‘‘That shows your ignorance, 
Sarah,” said Mr. Blimber. ‘‘ When a man meets a Massachusetts girl, 
it’s always the man who is afraid.”"—Brooklyn Eagle. 











HENRY HOLT & CO. GRADY & McKEEVER, 


LATE 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


The Mistress a) lbichstein, DEALERS IN 
A FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers or 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 


HAVE JUST READY 


By Fr. HENKEL. Translated by I. E. Boccs. 
16mo, Leisure Hour Series, $1.00; Leisure 


Moment Series, 30 cents. 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw York. 





FACTORY, 218 W. 42d STREET. 
No one can furnish 


“Old Crow” Rye 
Sour-Mash Whiskey 


unless purchased from us. 
We have taken every barrel 
made since Fanuary, 1872. 
We have also HERMIT- i <1 
AGE three to seven years| f EHO] SB ince 
old, all sold absolutely pure, a i sea 


uncolored, unsweetened. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 
69 Fulton St. & Broadway and 27th St. 











Cavanagh, Sanford & Co., 


Merchant Tailors 
and Importers, 


16 WEsT 23d STREET, 


Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel NEW YORK. 


All the latest London Fabrics regularly imported. 





GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


60 JouHN St., New York. 





This taper is printed with our cut ink. 
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Gentlemen’s Department. 


High Class Novelties in English and 
French Neckwear, Dress Shirts, Collars and 
Cuffs, Flannel-Negligee and Traveling Shirts, 
Pajamas, Boating and Bathing Suits, Smok- 
ing Jackets, Lap Robes in Pongee Silk and 
Cloth, Dress and Driving Gloves, Suspend- 
ers, &c. 


roadway KH 19th ét. 


NEW YORK. 








AMUSEMENTS. 





DEN MUSEE. 5 WEST 23D ST. 
SPLENDID BUILDING. 

Wonderful Tableaux—Historic Groups—Men of _all 
Times — Art and Science — Chamber of Horrors— Trip 
Round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Dioramas. 

Musee open from 11 A.M. to 11 P. M. Sundays from 1 
torr P. M. 

Concerts in the Winter Garden from 2 to 5 and 8 to 11. 

Admission to all, 50 « cents. Children, 25 cents. 





Send one, two, 
three or five dol- 


CA ND. elars for .. retail 
box, by ex — < the Candies 4a the world, put 


up in om | some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 
78 Mapison St., CHIcaGo. 


HOTELS. 














PARKER I HOUSE 





EUROPEAN PLAN. 


Harvey D. PARKER & Co., 
BOSTON, MASS. 





HARVEY D. PARKER. 
EDWARD O. PUNCHARD. 


JOSEPH H BECKMAN. 





CONSUMPTION. 


Uusends of case remedy for the above disease 
the worst kind and of 
oer is my faith in 
together with a VAL- 
an: Jeathacn, Give = 
Jet Peari Bt. N.Y. 


i 


eae rer willeend 
eT Onde >a this disease, to 
& P.O, address, DR, T. A, 8 








TuHaT donkeys have brayin’s is simply an ass-ump- 
tion.— Home Mail. 


A PHILADELPHIA paper says that lemon juice in 
water makes a healthful and invigorating drink. Now 
what ’s the matter with putting a little lemon juice in 
lemonade occasionally ?—Oz? City Derrick. 





LOGAN AND ENGLISH. 


‘* What'a contrast there is between Logan and Eng- 
lish,” suggests the Norristown Herald. Between Lo- 
gan and Bill English, yes ; between Logan and the 
Queen’s English, yes, again.—Phzladelphia Times. 


‘*Wuat a beautiful girl that is !” exclaimed Fogg. 
‘*Such a rare complexion !” ‘‘ You may call it rare,” 
muttered Mrs. F.; ‘‘it certainly is not well done.” 
Husband and wife may be one in every other regard ; 
but when they begin discussing another woman’s good 
looks, you will find two opinions.—Zoston Tran- 
script. 





THEIR SCHEME. 

Barnum: “ I’ve got a good scheme.” 

Forepaugh : ‘‘ Let ’s have it.” 

Barnum : ‘‘I’ll paint an elephant white.” 

Forepaugh : ‘* Well ?” 

Barnum: ‘‘ And you ’ll paint an elephant white.” 

Forepaugh : ‘‘ Well ?” 

Barnum: * And I'll oy yours is a fraud.” 

Forepaugh : ‘‘ Well ?’ 

Barnum : ‘‘ And you’ll say mine is a swindle.” 

Forepaugh : ‘‘ Well ?” 

Barnum : ‘‘ And I'll say you’re a liar.” 

Forepaugh : ‘‘ And I'll say you are another.” 

Barnum: ‘ And I’ll prove it.” 

Forepaugh : ‘‘ And 7’// prove it.” 

Barnum : ‘‘ And we’ll get the biggest lot of free 
advertising ever seen in America.” 

Forepaugh : ‘‘ Good idea ; we ’ll do it.” 

They shake hands, And even so it came to pass.— 
Oil City Derrick. 








If you have Toothache, Headache or Neuralgia. gt 
McGraw’s Electric Fluid. It will drive it away. c ‘ 
Crittenton, Wholesale Agent, New York. 


Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg's Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 








Send a 2 cent stamp to pay postage on a Handsome Lith- 
ographed Razor. It will pay. Address The Clinton M’f’g 


Co., 20 Vesey st., New York. 


AN PHOTO- ENG 





AMERIC NING CO., 
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would draw public attention to the facilities 
they extend to purchasers to procure dry 
goods from their 


MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT, 


which is one of the most perfectly organized 
concerns on this continent. 

Expert Clerks are employed to fill every 
description of orders whether large or small, 
and goods are sent by return of mail or express 
according to instruction on receipt of remit- 
tance or C. O. D.—Subject to approval. 

Samples cheerfully mailed, free of expense, 
on application. 

Please mention this paper. 


‘Washington ¥ Jovon dts, 
Gatton. 


“The Best Practical Art Magazine” 
Is The Art Amateur, which gives. monthly, from 30 to 
44 folio pages of working designs (with full instructions), 
illustrations and information relating to decorative and 








pictorial art. Invaluable to amateur artists. 
Home Decoration & Furnisuinc. (Expert Advice 
Free.) 


Instruction in China, Oil and Water-color Painting, 
Wood-carving, Etching, Dress, &c. Art Needle-work De 
signs ge the Royol School,South Kensington, a specialty 

Art Amateur includes among its one 
m.... £.. Child, Clarence Cook, Edward Strahan, R 
Riordan, Camille Piton, Bean Pitman, Louis McLaughli 4 
Constance C. Harrison and Mary Gay Humphreys. 

Subscription, $4.00 a year ; 35 cents a number. Speci- 
men copy 25 cents, 7/ this advertisement is mentioned. 


MONTAGUE MARKS, Publisher, 23 Union Square, N. Y. 


NERVOUS DEBILITY Y scrip cred 


CH HOSPITAL METHOD. 
Oivialé Agency, 1 160 Pulton 8. Hew York 








Lares 


VOLS. I. anp II. 


Vol. I., Jan. to June, inclusive; Vol. II., 


Volume will be forwarded for $2.50. Address, 


Office of LIFE, 1155 Broadway, New York. 


July to December, inclusive, durably bound, for sale at the 
publication office Price, postage free, $5.00each. To subscribers returning a complete set for the year 1883, 
both Volumes will be forwarded for $5.00. To subscribers returning a complete set of one Volume that 


FOR 1883. 


















And Diseases of the 
HEAD, THROAT & LUNGS! 
Can be taken athome. Nocas¢ 
incurable when our questions 
are ereneely answered. : —_ 
for circulars, testimonials, €tC+s 
Treatment For REV. T. P. CHILDS, Troy, Ohio. 
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Onited 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 
Association, 
$20 Broadway, 
N.Y. 





b 


Accident 








Insurance 
AT HALF RATES. 


The United States Mutual Accident 
Association, 320 and 322 Broadway, New 
York. The best in the world. Thousands 
of claims paid. No valid claims contested 
nor any unpaid. No extra charge for 
European Permits covering full benefits 
abroad. $5000 J/nsurance with $25 a week 
indemnity costs about $13 @ year which 
may be paid atone time tf preferred. $t10,- 
ooo /nsurance with $50 weekly indemnity 
at proportionate rates. Membership Fee 
$5 for each $5000 Jnsurance, payable but 
once. Write for Application Blank which 
you may fill, sign and forward to the Home 
Office and receive your policy in return. 
Thousands of those who have been rejected 
by life companies can obtain accident insur- 
ance, 
CHARLES B. PEET, 

(of Rogers, Peet & Co.) President. 


JAMES R. PITCHER, 


Secretary. 





“ Dio Lewis’s Monthly is the grandest 
Magazine we have ever seen.” 
» Normal Teacher & Examiner. 
Send 6 cents in stamps for a 
sample copy 


Dio Lewis's Monthly 


$2.50 per year. 25 cents a copy. 
For SALE By ALL DEALERS. 

Agents wanted. Send for terms. 
FRANK SEAMAN, Publisher, 

542 BROADWAY, NEw YORK. 





‘“YEs, my boy,” said Mr. Malaprop to his son, 
‘« animals that eat meat are carboniferous, while those 
like ourselves, that eat both flesh and vegetables, are 
amphibious.”—San Francisco Wasp. 





SENATOR EDMUNDS was informed that the students 
of Oberlin College had by vote declared their prefer- 
ence for him for President, and on the oth inst. ex- 
pressed his gratitude for the compliment and said, 
‘This and similar expressions of respect and confi- 
dence are far more agreeable than the holding of the 
office referred to.”.—NV. Y. Zimes. Hm, yes; ha! 
ha! 





A CONTRAST, 


Soon will the little clerkling sigh 
For mountain, beach, or country side, 
And from his weakly pay lay by 
Just cash enough to barely tide 
him o’er vacation. 


And when at last on mountain peak, 
Or by the sea or in the clover, 
You ’d surely think to hear him speak 
That he was lord and ruler over 
half creation. 
—The Fudge. 





THE J. & J. road takes pleasure in informing its 
many bondholders that it has been obliged to skip 
the payment of the June interest. This road will al- 
ways be found at the front when there is anything to 
be done in the interest of the stockholders. None of 
the stock of this road was purchased under the idea 
that it would ever pay a dividend, and we dislike to 
paralyze anybody. For fear that somebody may won- 
der why we do’nt whack up a small divy, just for a 
change, we would remark that the road isin debt up 
to the hubs, and can’t expect to ever clear itself. We 
could advance seventeen other reasons, but this one 
will probably be deemed sufficient. We are proud to 
say that the first six months of the year shows an in- 
crease of $90,000 over 1883, but would further observe 
that the next six will run us behind about $200,000. 
We are running in debt for new rolling stock, stand- 
ing off the employés on their wages, and making 
every effort to bring this old and reliable line to the 
favorable notice of the public.— Wad/ Street News. 





Oakley’s Extract—Violette. 

Oakley’s Extract—Lily of the Valley. 

Oakley’s Queen Cologne. 

Oakley’s Florida Water Bouquet Soap. 
Oakley’s Flower Extract Soap—‘‘ Jacque Roses.” 


SECOND EDITION OF 
= 
Thompson Street 


Poker Club. 


From ‘* LIFE.” 
AND OTHER SKETCHES, 
By the Same Author. 


NOW READY. 














PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED, 





Price, 50 cents. 


FIRST EDITION ALREADY EXHAUSTED. 





For sale by all Newsdealers and at LIFE Office, 
1155 Broadway, New York. 
Order of your News Company. 





MURRAY’S 
CHARCOAL TABLETS 


For Dyspepsia, Headache, Bad 
Breath, Sour Stomach. 
The Good Old Fashioned Remedy. 


DITMAN’S SEA SALT 


25 cts. a box. 





For producing a real sea bath at home. Send 
for circular. 
A. J. DITMAN, 
New York. 


Broadway and Barclay Street, 








SUMMER KESORTS. 





TENTH SEASON. 


SPRING 
HOUSE, 


RICHFIELD SPRINGs, N: Y., 
OPEN SATURDAY, JUNE, 16TH. 


Its well known.standard of excellence will be 
fully maintained. 





T. R. PROCTOR. 





Applications for rooms may be addressed to 
James R. Sangster, Gilsey House, New York. 





CAMPOBELLO ISLAND, 
NEW BRUNSWICK, 


Already so well known as one of the most popular summer 
resorts on the Atlantic Coast, lies in Passamaquoddy Bay, 
about seventy miles northeast of Mt. Desert, and is distant 
about two miles from. Eastport, Maine. 

The HOTELS ‘‘OWEN” and ‘“‘ TYN-Y-COED,” 
are acknowledged to be the most unique and charming in 
the country. They will be opened July 1, 1884, and under 
the management of Mr. T. A. BARKER, who has had 
charge of them for the past two seasons. 

The island is ten miles long and from two to three miles 
wide, and the drives are delightful. The interior abounds 
in lofty and densely wooded hills, The shores are rock- 
bound and gfant cliffs overhang the sea for many miles, 
Comfortable carriages, village carts, wagonettes, and well- 
equipped saddle-horses, steam-launches, rowboats, canoes 
with Indian guides, and some of the famous Quoddy sail- 
boats will always be at the command of guests. 

The fine steamer Frances, 1,200 tons, formerly of the 
Stonington Line, will make three trips per week, to and from 
Mt. Desert—the entire season. 

Applications for rooms may be made to T. A. BAR- 
KER, office of the Campobello Co., No. 12 Sears Building, 
Boston, 

Applications for land and for general information may be 


made to 
ALEX. S. PORTER, 


General Manager, 
27 State St., Boston. 





‘Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 Broapway (cor. Cedar St.), 
JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager, 











-CROSBY’S VITALIZED PHOSPHITES. 


It is a standard remedy with all physicians who treat, mental or nervous disorders, 

It strengthens the intellect, restores lost energy, develops good teeth, glossy hair, clear skin, 
handsome nails in the young, so that they may be an inheritance in later*years. It amplifies bodily 
proves ‘‘ the survival of the fittest” to the next. 


and mental power to the present generation, and 
Brain Workers need Brain ‘Food. 


For sale by Druggists, or mail $1 to F. Crosby Co., 56 West-252h Street, New York. 





Peck & Snyder’s 
CELEBRATED TENNIS 
BALLS AND Bats. 


Our new Franklin Bat cannot 

be surpassed. Price 50. We 

are sole makers of the Official 

Regulation Ball adopted by the U. S. N. L. T. Asso- 

ciation, April 5th, 1884, and by the Intercollegiate Associ- 

ation, May 6th, 1884. Just published, the Playing Rules 

of Lawn Tennis, 48 Pages, with Complete Catalogue of 
Tennis outfits, Post paid, 10 cents, Stamps. 


Peck & Snyder, 126, 128, 130 Nassau St., 
New York. 








“TL owe ny 
Restoration 
to FHlealth 
, and Beauty 
to the 
CUTICURA 
REMEDIES.” 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady, 


ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itch- 
ing Tortures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum and Infantile 
Humors cured by the CuTicura REMEDIES. | 

Cuticura Resotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses 
the blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous 
elements, and thus removes the cause. 

Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching 
and Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers 
and Sores, and restores the Hair. : 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet 
Requisite, prepared from CuTICuRA, is indispensable in 
treating: Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, 
Chapped and Oily Skin. 

Cuticura ReMepigs are absolutely pure, and the only 
infallible Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 
cents; Resolvent, $1. Porrer DruG AND CHEMICAL Co., 
Boston, Mass. 

AN ARTICLE OF MERIT. 
Marvel of Excellence and Work- 


S4cLOTH OF GOLD 


We 
% Splendid After Dinner 


f) CIGARETTE. 


13 First 


ip: 


For inhaling is the best of all. 
Prize Medals by 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO. 








Dry Special, 
Brut. 


. LuVer ace 
49 BroapSt 
Ne¥s 











Agents wanted for au- 

thentic edition of his life. 
Published at Augusta, 

his home. Largest, 
handsomest, cheapest, best. By the renowned historian 
and biographer, Col. Conwell, whose life of Garfield, pub- 
lished by us, outsold the twenty others by 60,000, Outsells 
every book ever published in this world; .many agents are 
selling fifty daily. Agents are making fortunes. All new 
beginners successful ; grand chance for them ; $43.50 made 
by a lady agent the first day. Terms most liberal. Par- 
ticulars free. Better send 25 cents for postage, etc., on 
free outfit, now ready, including large prospectus book, and 


save valuable time. 
ALLEN & CO., Augusta, Maine. 





MANUFA 
. 


ARTISTS MATERIAL 
OF ALL KINDS 
FINE BRUSHES AND VARNISHES 


MIXt VHITE 





rient and well tried curative for regular use by such medical authorities as Sir 
Henry Thompson, Virchow, Frerichs, and others, 


NATURAL BITTER-WATER. 


. Cures constipation, headache, indigestion, hemorrhoids, chronic catarrhal dis- 
orders of stomach and bowels, gravel, gout, contion, diseases peculiar to females; and impurities of 


the blood. 


To be had of all leading Grocers and Druggists everywhere. 


Called by Dr. J. von 
Liebig “ a Treasure of 
Nature,” on account of 
its high degree of 
Chlorides. Recom- 
mended as a mild ape- 





PIANOS, © 


ARE PREFERRED BY LEADIN 
ARTISTS. 


HIGHEST AWARD CENTENNES 
1876. 


HIGHEST AWARD MONTREA) 
1881 and 1882. 


149 to 155 E. 14th St. N.1 


THE 
: C PARIS CORSET | 
FI . o Hi 


NEST ANO BEST FITTING 
INTHE WORLD. ASK FORIT. § 








THE HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLER) 
is as near perfection as anything in that line can} 
They never get out of order, and will bear Tou 
handling. Their mechanism is simple and cot 
plete, and they are destined to supersede ever 
thing of the kind in the market.—Chicago Im 





THEPOPE MFG CO 
597 WASHN ST., BOS TON.MA 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 WARREN ST., N.Y. | 
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BILLIARDS. 





The Collender Billiard and Pool Tabh 


have received the first premiums, the latest Trium 
being the Grand Medal—the highest ‘premium over 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris B 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelpi 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the of 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and! 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston. . 
15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. 123.S. oth St., Philadelphia. 








PRESS OF GILLISS BROTHERS, 75 & 77 FULTON STREET, N. Y. 


84 and 86 State St., Chicago, 367W.Baltimore St. 
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